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FOREWORD 


It may be the dawn draws near. It may be the darkness will 
deepen before the dawn comes. All eyes are turned or will soon 
be turning toward God's Holy Land. Palestine will soon be the 
center of world-wide concern. After the Cross, comes Easter; 
after Easter, comes Pentecost; and Pentecost is the pledge of the 
Cross’s Victory that shall usher in the great day of our Lord. When? 
"Of that day and that hour knoweth no man." Matthew 24:36. 
He bids his little children to wait, watch, work, and occupy till He 
comes. 

Men have cried: "Peace! Peace!" amidst the roar of guns and 
the groans of dying soldiers, but there is no peace! We are warned 
through the word that "perilous times shall come." 2 Tim. 3:1; but 
we are also encouraged to "look up, and lift up" our "heads" for 
our "redemption draweth nigh." Luke 21:28. 

The world outlook is dark. I saw nothing but darkness in all 
the lands I visited. We are comforted that the stars shine brightest 
when the night is darkest. And so, it is with the "Morning Star" 
that has arisen out of Jacob. Numbers 24:17. Let not God's 
Redeemed be discouraged. Christ marches on to victory, and His 
children march on to the crowning day with Him. We do humbly 
pray that as you read this little booklet, you will be blessed by 
reading as much as we were blessed by traveling through "God's 
Holy Land." 





Lovingly Dedicated 
to 

My Dear Friends, 

Mr. and Mrs. H. A. Osborne. 

Brother and Sister Osborne, by their unselfish and generous 
gift of $1,800.00, made this journey to "God's Holy Land" possible. 
I will be eternally grateful to these lovely, humble, generous Christ¬ 
ians for making my "life's dream" a "reality." 


GOD’S HOLY LAND” 


or 

MY TRIP TO PALESTINE 
by Rev. J. Harold Smith 

The church service that morning had been a 
wonderful experience—God had blessed in an mv 
usual manner. However, the event that made the 
day a never-to-be forgotten occasion took place a 
few moments after the benediction. Mr. and Mrs. 
H. A. Osborne of Canton, North Carolina, members 
of my congregation, came to me with these words, 
“God has put it on our hearts to send our pastor to 
the Holy Land.” In the breast of every true preacher 
and Bible teacher, there is a desire to see the Holy 
Land and her neighboring countries. Your author 
was no exception and, needless to say, I was over' 
joyed. Plans and arrangements were made and Octo- 
ber 9, 1950, I left Chattanooga, Tennessee, for my 
ultimate destination, “The Land of our Lord.” 

My traveling companion on this journey was 
Dr. George Christian Weiss of Kansas City, Mis' 
souri. Dr. Weiss is the president of the Gospel Mis' 
sionary Union. I met Dr. Weiss in New York on 
the morning of October 10. We made all our last 
minute preparations and secured a few additional 
visas and at 9 o’clock Wednesday night, October 
11, our “Deluxe Parisian Plane” took to the air 
and we were off to Paris, France, non-stop. 
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I will never forget this “non-stop” flight across 
the Atlantic Ocean. I will never forget the won¬ 
derful meal served on this lovely “Air France” plane. 
I will never forget how flying East at the rate of about 
350 miles per hour, we had a strong tail wind, the 
sun began to come up and about two o’clock, New 
York time, we were in full daylight. Dr. Weiss 
complained about it being such a short night. About 
twelve hours after leaving New York City, we were 
in Paris, France. We stayed about five days in Paris. 

While in Paris we visited the Arch of Triumph; 
Napoleon’s Tomb; Napoleon’s Palace; the Cathedral 
of Sacred Hearts, built out of pennies given by the 
children of Paris; Versailles; Castle of Louis XIV, 
XV, XVI. We saw the Table of Peace. The Castle 
Gardens are the most beautiful gardens I have ever 
seen. We visited the Eiffel Tower and all the other 
interesting and historical spots of this great city. 

From Paris, we flew to London. Here, I found 
some startling conditions. The people seemed hope¬ 
less, no smiles; for many of them nothing but want 
and despair. One egg per week; only a few pounds 
of coal; no sugar; only a small amount of candy per 
month; no meat; no tea. All the iron fences and 
gates were gone, used in World War II. I found a 
very strong resentment against the Atlee govern¬ 
ment. We stayed in the home of Mr. and Mrs. Dew 
while in London. They now have a daughter in 
Africa serving as a missionary. 

While there I visited Westminster Abbey, Big 
Ben, the River Thames, the Houses of Parliament, 
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the British Museum, St. Paul’s Cathedral, Tower 
Bridge, Judge Lindsky’s Court Room, Tower of Lorn 
don, the London Bridge and what is left of the Spur' 
geon Tabernacle. It was our privilege to speak for 
Dr. Mounte, now past one hundred years of age. He 
is still the active pastor and one of the greatest saints 
I have ever known. We visited the monument of 
Prince Albert, Prince Albert’s Hall, Buckingham 
Palace, and many of the great Catholic Cathedrals. 
I will never forget the bombed and burned out sec' 
tions. The people of Britain suffered untold misery 
during the days of the “Battle of Britain.’’ We must 
admire them for their heroic stand against the Nazi. 

Our next stop was in Edinboro, Scotland. I think 
Edinboro is one of the most beautiful cities in the 
world. I also enjoyed my stay in Glasgow. There is 
no truth in that old rumor that the Scottish people 
are tight. I never met finer folk than the Scotch. 
We saw the Palace of the Queen of Scotland. In 
Glasgow we visited the Museum of Arts, the Uni' 
versity of Glasgow, and the birthplace of the Queen 
Mary and Queen Elizabeth ships. 

From Scotland, we took a boat to Ireland. Three 
cheers for the Irish! In Belfast we were shown 
through a Linen Mill. In Dublin we found the peo' 
pie very happy and prosperous. If you want to get 
in a good fight go to Ireland and start something. 
They are always ready for a good scrap! 

Belgium abounds in quaint historic cities. We 
only passed through Belgium on a train going to 
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Germany. We arrived in Hamburg, Germany, OctO' 
ber 24. Over half of this great German city was 
destroyed during the war. The center of the city 
was spared. From Hamburg to Berlin, we had to 
take a plane because of the strip of Germany con' 
trolled by the Russians. Over 85 per cent of Berlin 
was destroyed in many sections. I have never seen 
such complete ruin. ''XTiat the Allied bombs spared, 
the Russians marched in and burned. While in 
Berlin, we visited Goebel’s Palace; the spot where he 
died; and Hitler’s Palace; the church where Kaiser 
“Bill” worshipped; and Himmler’s Headquarters. In 
1939, Hitler burned the two largest Jewish Syna' 
gogues in Berlin and refused to permit the fire trucks 
to spray water on them. The stories of how the Jews 
suffered under his iron heel and cruel foot is no 
exaggeration. We visited his famous air-raid sheb 
ters, now in complete ruins. 

By accident. Brother Weiss and I got behind the 
“Iron Curtain.” We were walking down Berlin’s 
most famous street, Under Linden, the street where 
Hitler paraded with his Nazi Lords and where he 
reviewed his S. S. Troops. Thinking we were still 
in the British Zone, we continued on down the street 
taking movies and snapshots of workmen; of the new 
Russian Embassy; women ditch'diggers, and the Rus' 
sian Guards standing over them. When warned by 
a German woman that we were behind the “Iron 
Curtain” and in the Russian Zone, of course we 
started “backtracking,” and fast. About seventy 
yards from the British Zone we were stopped by a 
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Guard. Since Dr. Weiss could speak German, he 
explained to him that we were there by accident. 
This didn’t seem to be having too much effect, so I 
gave him a hand full of German Marks, amounting 
to about eight dollars in American money. Seeing 
a month’s salary thrust into his hand, he said, “Get 
out—fast.” It was not necessary to use the word 
“fast.” We made that seventy'five yards in record 
time. We could have been arrested and sentenced to 
Siberia or even to death! That is the best eight 
dollars I ever spent. You cannot imagine how des' 
perate, how discouraged, and despondent the Ger¬ 
man people are who are behind the Iron Curtain. 
Their poverty is unbelievable. The German people 
are doing well under the other occupied zones, espe' 
dally the American. The German people were 
among some of the finest folk I met in all my tour. 

From Germany, we flew to Switzerland. We 
arrived in Geneva on October 30. It has the most 
beautiful cities, lakes and mountains that I have ever 
seen. Mount Blanc, in all her white majesty, stands 
out in gorgeous glory. We visited the United Na* 
tions Palace, spent one day in Bern, the Capitol tity, 
visited through the Capitol Building, and in Loussane, 
saw the original statue of the “Three Monkeys.” 

From Switzerland, we flew to the Holy Land. 
The Bible, since my trip to the Holy Land, has be' 
come a new book to me. I had the privilege of read' 
ing from its pages of the events recorded in or on 
the very spot they occurred. All my life I had heard 
of Palestine, and I had read about it, and talked 
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about it, and preached about it, and sung about it, 
and prayed about it, and dreamed about it until my 
anticipations were piled up into something like Pike’s 
Peak proportions, and yet, I have to cry out, as did 
the Queen of Sheba when she visited the Holy Land: 
“The half was not told me.” I have never seen the 
stars shine so bright. Those armies of light seemed 
to have had their shields newly burnished. This land 
where the most stupendous scenes of all time and all 
eternity had been enacted, land of ruin and Redemp' 
tion, land where was fought the battle that made 
our Heaven possible, land of Joshua and Jesus! Let 
it be mentioned in prayer by my children and chib 
dren's children after we are gone, that that morning 
we were permitted to enter that land, and gaze upon 
those holy hills, and feel the emotions that rise, and 
fall, and weep, and laugh, and sing, and triumph at 
such a moment. 

Damascus — Syria 

“As he journeyed, he came near Damascus.” 
Acts 9:3. The name Damascus cannot be pronounced 
in the hearing of the intelligent Christian without 
making the blood to tingle and the nerves to thrill, 
and putting the best emotions of the soul into agb 
tation. About 9:00 A.M. our plane arrived in Da' 
mascus. The pilot flew over the city for a few min' 
utes before landing, giving us a gorgeous view of this 
great city. Stretched out there on the broad plain 
was a city, which the most famous camel-driver of 
all time, afterward called Mohammed, the prophet 
and the founder of the most stupendous system of 
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error that has ever cursed the earth, refused to enter 
because he said God would allow man to enter but 
one Paradise, and he would not enter this earthly 
Paradise lest he should be denied entrance to the 
Heavenly. 

But no city that I ever saw so plays hide and 
seek with the traveler. The air is so clear, the dis- 
tant objects seem close by. One comes on the top of 
a hill and Damascus seems only a little way off. But 
down you go into a valley, and you see nothing for 
the next half hour but barrenness and rocks regurgi- 
tated by the volcanoes of other ages. Then you are 
there, in the oldest city under the whole heavens, 
and built by Noah’s grandson. 

This is the very road, along which a cavalcade 
of mounted officers went, about 1900 years ago, in 
the midst of them a fierce little man who made up 
by magnitude of hatred for Christianity for his dimin¬ 
utive stature, and was the leading spirit, and, though 
suffering from chronic inflammation of the eyes, from 
those eyes flashed more indignation against Christ’s 
followers than any one of the mounted procession. 
This little man, before his name was changed to Paul, 
was called Saul. 

Well, that galloping group of horsemen on the 
road to Damascus were halted quicker than bomb¬ 
shell or cavalry charge ever halted a regiment. The 
Syrian noonday, because of the clarity of the atmos¬ 
phere, is the brightest of all noondays, and the noon¬ 
day sun in Syria is positively terrific for brilliance. 
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But suddenly that noon there flashed from the heav' 
ens a light which made that Syrian sun seem tame 
as a star in comparison. It was the face of the slain 
and ascended Christ looking from the heavens, and 
under the dash of that overpowering light all the 
horses dropped with their riders. Human face and 
horse’s mane together in the dust. And then two 
claps of thunder followed, uttering the two words, 
the second word like the first, “Saul! Saul!” I had 
read this story many times in my Bible but it never 
lived in my heart as it did while walking this same 
road. 

But we cannot stop longer on the Damascus 
Road. In the city we see hundreds of minarets and 
domes lifting their heads. We see the luxuriant gar' 
dens, so opulent in color, so luscious of fruit, so 
glittering with fountains, that the Mohammedan’s 
heaven was fashioned after what is to be seen here 
of bloom and fruitage. Here in Damascus, at the 
right season, are cherries, mulberries, apricots, ah 
monds, pomegranates, pears, apples, plums, citrons, 
olives, oranges, grapefruit, and dates. No wonder 
that Julian called this city “the Eye of the East”; and 
that the poets of Syria have styled it, ’The lustre on 
the neck of doves,” and historians said, “It is the 
golden clasp which couples the two sides of the 
world together.” Damascus appeared to me as sacred 
and secular history have presented it, and so the city 
was not a disappointment, but with few exceptions, 
a surprise. 

Under my hotel window I could hear the ripple 
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and rush of the river Abana. Now, I know why all 
this fruit, and why everything is so green, and the 
plain one great emerald. The River Abana! And 
not far off the River Pharpar. Deserts to the North, 
deserts to the South, deserts to the East, deserts to 
the West, but here a Paradise. Go and sit by these 
rivers, as we did, in the cool of the day. It reminds 
one of what the Garden of Eden must have been 
before Adam and Eve sinned. That is what made 
General Naaman so angry when he was told for the 
cure of his leprosy to go and wash in the River 
Jordan. Naaman was from Damascus. The River 
Jordan is much of the year a very muddy stream, 
and it is never so clear as this River Abana, nor as 
the River Pharpar. General Naaman had great and 
patriotic pride in these two rivers of his own coun¬ 
try. It was an insult to ask him to go and wash in 
the muddy Jordan. So General Naaman cried out 
with a voice as loud as ever he had used in com¬ 
manding his troops, uttering those memorable words, 
which every minister of the gospel sooner or later 
takes for his text: “Are not Abana and Pharpar, 
rivers of Damascus, better than all the waters of 
Israel? May I not wash in them and be clean?” 
We had been in our hotel room about thirty min¬ 
utes when two Syrian plain-clothes policemen 
knocked on our door and then burst into our room. 
They accused us of taking unlawful pictures and for a 
while it looked as if we would have to spend our 
first night in Syria in the “city jail.” Of course, that 
was the first time two Syrian policemen had ever 
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faced two Baptist preachers. Believe you me, that 
is one time when two preachers out “talked,” and 
out “bluffed” two policemen. Nevertheless, during 
our whole stay in the city we were escorted from 
place to place by a plain-clothesman. With this 
“police protection” I wasn’t afraid to go anywhere. 
The people thought we were “Big Shot Foreigners.” 

I will never forget the beggars I saw on these 
streets. We were awakened in the morning by the 
song of the different food peddlers. It is a long 
drawn-out sort of solo. They were saying, according 
to my guide, “God is the nourisher, buy my bread,” 
“God is the nourisher, buy my milk,” “God is the 
nourisher, buy my fruit.” As you look out of the 
window, you see the Mohammedans, who are in 
large majority in the city, at prayer. The “caller to 
prayer” or the “officers of religion” who announce 
the time of worship, appear high up on the different 
minarets, and walk around the minaret, enclosed by 
a railing, and cry in a sad and mumbling way: “God 
is great. I bear witness that there is no God but 
God. I bear witness that Mohammed is the Apostle 
of God. Come to prayers! Come to salvation! God 
is great. There is no other but God. Prayers are 
better than sleep.” 

Five times a day must the Mohammedan engage 
in worship or prayer. As he begins, he turns his 
face toward Mecca, and unrolls upon the ground a 
rug which he almost always carries. With his thumbs 
touching the lobes of his ears, and holding his face 
between his hands, he cries, “God is great.-” Then 
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folding his hands across his girdle, he looks down and 
says, “Holiness to Thee, O God, and praise be to 
Thee. Great is Thy name. Great is Thy greatness. 
There is no deity but Thee.” Then the worshipper 
sits upon his heels, then he touches his nose to the 
rug, and then his forehead, this accompanied with 
the cry, “Great is God.” Then raising the forefinger 
of his right hand toward heaven, he says, “I testify 
there is no diety but God, and I testify that Moham¬ 
med is the servant of God and the messenger of God.” 
The prayers close by the worshipper holding his 
hands opened upward as if to take the Divine Bless¬ 
ing, and then his hands are rubbed over his face as if 
to convey the blessing to his entire body. 

The polygamy, the many-wifehood of Moham- 
medism, has made that religion the unutterable and 
everlasting curse of woman, and when woman sinks, 
the race sinks. There is only one thing that will ever 
reform Mohammedanism, and that is its extermina¬ 
tion from the face of the earth by the Power of the 
Gospel of the Son of God, which makes not only man 
but woman free for this life and free for the life to 
come. 

The spirit of the horrible religion which pervades 
the city of Damascus, along whose streets we walk 
and out of whose bazaars we make purchases, and in 
whose mosques we study the word carvings and 
bedizenments, was demonstrated as late as 1860, when 
in this city it put to death six thousand Christians in 
forty-eight hours and put to the torch three thousand 
Christian homes, and those Damascus streets were 
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red with the carnage, and the shrieks and groans of 
the dying and dishonored men and women made this 
place a hell on earth. There is still much hatred for 
Christians in this city. 

But I must say that this city of Damascus, as I 
saw it, is not as absorbing as the Damascus of olden 
times. I turn my back upon the bazaars, with rugs 
fascinating the merchants from Bagdad, and the In' 
dian textile fabric of incomparable make, and the 
manufactured saddles and bridles, gay enough for 
princes of the Orient to ride and pull, and the homes 
of those “bargain'makers” of today, marbled and 
divaned and fountained and upholstered and mo' 
saicked and colonnaded until nothing can be added; 
also the splendid remains of the great Mosque of 
John, originally built with gates so heavy that it 
required five men to turn them, and kneeling places 
framed in diamonds, and seventy'four stained glass 
windows and six hundred lamps of pure gold, a single 
prayer offered in this mosque is said to be worth thirty 
thousand prayers offered in any other place. 

Yes, I turn my back on all these and see Damas' 
cus as it was when this narrow street, which the Bible 
calls Straight, was a great wide street, a New York 
Broadway or a Parisian Champs' Elysees, a great 
thoroughfare crossing the city from gate to gate, along 
which tramped and rolled the pomp of all nations. 
There goes Abraham, the father of all the faithful. 
He has in this city been purchasing a celebrated slave. 
There goes Ben Hodad, of Bible times, leading thirty' 
two conquered monarchs. There goes David, king, 
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warrior, and sacred poet. There goes Tomerlane, the 
conquerer. There goes Naaman! There goes Haroun- 
al-Raschid, once the commander of an army of ninety' 
five thousand Persians and Arabs. There comes a 
warrior on his way to the barracks, carrying that kind 
of sword which the world has forgotten how to make, 
a Damascus blade with the interfacings of colour 
changing at every new turn of the light, many 
colours coming and going and interjoining, the blade 
so keen it could cut in twain an object without making 
the lower part of the object tremble, with an elasticity 
that could not be broken, though you brought the 
point of the sword clear back to the hilt, and having 
a watered appearance which made the blade seem 
as though just dipped in a clear fountain, a triumph 
of cutlery which a thousand modem foundrymen and 
chemists have attempted in vain to imitate. On the 
side of this street, “Damasks,” named after this city, 
figures of animals, and fruits, and landscapes here 
being first wrought into silk, and called “Damasks.” 
And specimens of damaskeening by which in this city 
steel and iron were first graved, and then the grooves 
filled with wire of gold, and called “damaskeening” 
—Great is Damascus! 

As I walked through the streets of Damascus, 
my soul was not stirred most by the chariot, nor 
caravan, nor bazaar, nor palace, but the thought of 
a blind man passing along the street, small of stature 
and insignificant in personal appearance. Oh, yes; 
we have seen him before. He was one of that cav¬ 
alcade coming from Jerusalem to Damascus to kill 
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Christians, and we saw him and his horse tumble 
down there on the road some distance out of the 
city, and he got up blind. Yes, it is Saul of Tarsus 
now going along this street called Straight. He is led 
by his friends, for he cannot see his hand before his 
face, unto the house of Judas. Not Judas, the bad; 
but Judas, the good. In another part of this city one 
Ananias, not Ananias, the liar; but Ananias, the 
Christian, is told by the Lord to go to this house of 
Judas on Straight Street and put his hands on the 
blind eyes of Saul that his sight might return. “Oh,” 
said Ananias, “I dare not go; that Saul is a terrible 
fellow. He kills Christians, and he will kill me.” 
“Go,” said the Lord, and Ananias went. 

There sits in blindness that tremendous perse' 
cutor. Ananias steps up to the sightless man, puts 
his right thumb on one eye and the left thumb on 
the other eye, and in an outburst of sympathy and 
love and faith says: “Brother Saul, the Lord, even 
Jesus, that appeared unto thee in the way as thou 
comest, hath sent me, that thou mightest receive thy 
sight, and be filled with the Holy Ghost.” Instantly 
something like scales fell from the blind man's eyes, 
and he arose from that seat the mightiest evangel of 
all the ages. I am sure you can understand my feel' 
ings as I stood in the very city, on the same street, 
on the same spot where this took place. Do you 
wonder that my cup ran over and I had to “shout 
God’s praises” for this great conversion? 

Some of you, reading this book, are just as blind 
as Paul was before Ananias touched his eyes. Many 
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of you have had the scales of unbelief removed from 
your eyes. You see God, Christ, Eternity, and your 
own immortal spirit in a different light. 

In Damascus, we visited the largest Mosque in 
the world. It is one hundred and sixty meters long. 
It has eleven hundred Persian rugs covering the floor. 
In it is claimed to be the body and tomb of John the 
Baptist. The Mosque covers two full city blocks. 
We also visited the East gate and the “Basket win¬ 
dow.” Space fails me to tell you about this escape 
of Paul through the window, in a basket. We visited 
the silversmiths, the glass blowers and the leather 
makers in this great city. We spent in all five days 

*n Damascus. , 

Jericho 

We leave Damascus for Jericho. To our right 
we see Mt. Hermon lifting her lofty peaks up, up 
until it seems she will pierce the sky. This is the 
highest mountain in the Holy Land. There was 
snow on the top. The mountain is ninety-two hun¬ 
dred feet high. It is known as the Mount of Trans¬ 
figuration. As I rode along in that “Ford” I was 
continually reminded of the fact that Jesus for the 
most part covered Palestine afoot. We are accus¬ 
tomed to read that Bethany is two miles from 
Jerusalem. Well, any man in ordinary health can 
walk two miles without fatigue. But not more than 
one man out of a thousand can walk from Bethany to 
Jerusalem without exhaustion. It is over the Mount 
of Olives, and you must climb up among rolling 
stones and descend where exertion is necessary to 
keep you from falling prostrate. 
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We passed over Jabbok. Genesis 32:22. “And 
he rose up that night, and took his two wives, and 
his two womenservants, and his eleven sons, and 
passed over the ford Jabbok.” It was here that Jacob 
met God face to face. It thrilled my heart to read 
the Bible account of this right on the spot where it 
took place. 

We arrived at Bashan about noon or a little 
after. You will remember the King of Bashan was 
Og. He fought against Israel at Edrei. Deuteronomy 
3:1. “Then we turned, and went up the way to 
Bashan; and Og the king of Bashan came out against 
us, he and all his people, to battle at Edrei.” He 
had a bed of iron. Iron in those days was more 
precious than gold or silver. Deuteronomy 3:11. 
“For only Og king of Bashan remained of the rem- 
nant of giants; behold, his bedstead was a bedstead 
of iron; is it not in Rabbath of the children of 
Ammon? Nine cubits was the length thereof, and 
four cubits the breadth of it, after the cubit of a 
man.” His bed was thirteen and one-half feet long 
and six feet wide. We visited the place where David 
had Uriah killed. II Samuel 11:1. “And it came 
to pass, after the year was expired, at the time when 
kings go forth to battle, that David sent Joab, and 
his servants with him, and all Israel; and they de- 
stroyed the children of Ammon, and besieged Rah- 
bah. But David tarried still at Jerusalem.” II Sam¬ 
uel 11:14-17. “And it came to pass in the morning, 
that David wrote a letter to Joab, and sent it by the 
hand of Uriah. And he wrote in the letter, saying, 
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Set ye Uriah in the forefront of the hottest battle, 
and retire ye from him, that he may be smitten, and 
die. And it came to pass, when Joab observed the 
city that he assigned Uriah unto a place where he 
knew that valiant men were. And the men of the 
city went out, and fought with Joab: and there fell 
some of the people of the servants of David; and 
Uriah the Hittite died also.” God gave this testh 
mony of David that he pleased him and did all that 
he commanded him except in the matter of Uriah 
the Hittite. I Kings 15:5. “Because David did that 
which was right in the eyes of the Lord, and turned 
not aside from any thing that he commanded him 
all the days of his life, save only in the matter of 
Uriah the Hittite.” 

About mid'aftemoon, we arrived at Ramotlv 
Gilead, a city of refuge in Gad. You will remem' 
ber this was one of the cities of refuge appointed 
by Moses. Deuteronomy 4:23. “Take heed unto 
yourselves, lest ye forget the covenant of the Lord 
your God, which he made with you, and make you 
a graven image, or the likeness of any thing, which 
the Lord thy God hath forbidden thee.” It was at 
Ramoth'Gilead where Ahab was wounded unto 
death as he fought with the enemy. II Chronicles 18: 
2'3. “And after certain years he went down to 
Ahab to Samaria. And Ahab killed sheep and oxen 
for him in abundance, and for the people that he 
had with him, and persuaded him to go up with him 
to Ramoth'Gilead. And Ahab king of Israel said 
unto Jehoshaphat king of Judah, Wilt thou go with 
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me to Ramoth'Gilead? And he answered him, I am 
as thou art, and my people as thy people; and we will 
be with thee in the war.” We passed the home of 
Jepthah, the Conqueror who promised to offer as a 
sacrifice the first thing that came out to meet him 
when he returned home, if God would give him the 
victory over his enemies. Judges 11:3034. “And 
Jephthah vowed a vow unto the Lord, and said, If 
thou shalt without fail deliver the children of Am' 
mon into mine hands, then it shall be, that what' 
soever cometh forth of the doors of my house to 
meet me, when I return in peace from the children 
of Ammon, shall surely be the Lord’s, and I will 
offer it up for a burnt offering. So Jephthah passed 
over unto the children of Ammon to fight against 
them; and the Lord delivered them into his hands. 
And he smote them from Aroer, even till thou come 
to Minnith, even twenty cities, and unto the plain 
of the vineyards, with a very great slaughter. Thus 
the children of Ammon were subdued before the 
children of Israel. And Jephthah came to Mizpeh 
unto his house, and behold, his daughter came out 
to meet him with timbrels and with dances; and she 
was his only child; beside her he had neither son nor 
daughter.” Our guide, Mr. Joshan, said that the 
story goes that he had a favorite dog that he ex' 
pected to come and meet him, but instead his only 
daughter came. The guide said God was angered at 
the thought of offering a dog as a sacrifice. This 
only daughter and her virgins spent the next two 
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weeks walking through the hills and valleys mourn' 
ing. The guide pointed out to us the “Meadow of 
Feasts.” On this “Meadow of Feasts” there was an 
annual ball where the maidens of the city amid clap' 
ping cymbals and a blare of trumpets danced in a 
glee, upon which thousands of spectators gazed. But 
no dance since the world stood ever broke up in such 
a strange way as the one the Bible describes. One 
night, while by the light of the lamps and torches 
these gaities went on, two hundred Benjamites, who 
had been hidden behind the rocks and among the 
trees, dashed upon the scene. They came not to im 
jure or destroy, but wishing to set up households of 
their own, the women of their own land having been 
slain in battle, and by preconcerted arrangement each 
one of the two hundred Benjamites seized the one 
whom he chose for the queen of his house, and car' 
ried her away to a large estate and beautiful resi' 
dence, for these two hundred Benjamites had inher¬ 
ited the wealth of a nation. This is what we would 
call in our day “grabbing a wife.” It was in Shiloh, 
a dead city on a hill surrounded by rocks, sheep, 
goats, olive gardens and vineyards, where Eli fell 
backwards and broke his neck, and lay dead at the 
news of his bad sons, Phineas and Hophni. I thought 
as I stood on this spot, life is not worth living after 
one’s children have turned out badly. 

About dark, we arrived at the Jordan River 
near the spot where Joshua crossed over into the 
Promised Land. With the exception of Jesus, I do 
not know a character that stirs my soul more than 
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Joshua. Moses was dead. The guide said that tradition 
declares the Lord kissed him, and in that act drew 
forth the soul of the dying lawgiver. He had been 
buried, and there was only one person at the funeral, 
the same one who kissed him. But God never takes 
a man away from a place of usefulness but He has 
someone ready to take his place. The Lord does not 
go looking around amid a great variety of candidates 
to find some one especially fitted for the vacated posi¬ 
tion. He makes a man for that place. Moses had 
passed off the stage, and Joshua, the hero, put his 
foot on the platform of history so solidly that all 
the ages echo with the tread. He was a magnificent 
fighter, but he always fought on the right side, and 
he never fought unless God told him to fight. He 
got his military equipment from God, who gave him 
the promise at the start: “There shall not any man 
be able to stand before thee all the days of thy life.” 
God fulfilled this promise, although Joshua’s first 
battle was with the “spring freshet,” and the next 
with a stone wall, and the next against darkness, 
wheeling the sun and the moon into his battalion, 
and the last against the King of terrors, Death—five 
great victories! As I stood there on the banks of 
the Jordan I could hear the voice of this great com- 
mander-in-chief of the long ago. Do you wonder 
that my soul thrilled and that I took new courage? 

For the most part, when the general of an army 
starts out in a conflict, he would like to have a small 
battle in order that he may get his courage up and 
he may rally his troops and get them drilled for 
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greater conflicts; but this first undertaking of Joshua 
was greater than the overthrow of the Bastille, or 
the Battle of the Bulge, or the present conflict in 
Korea. It was the crossing of the Jordan at the time 
of the spring freshet. The snows of Mount Lebanon 
had just been melting, and they poured down into 
the valley, and the whole valley was a raging torrent. 
So the Canaanites stand on one bank and look across 
and see Joshua and the Israelites, and they laugh and 
say, “Aha! Aha!” “They cannot disturb us now— 
not until the flood waters subside; it is impossible to 
cross the Jordan at this season of the year.” But 
after a while they look across the river and they see 
the movement of the Armies of Israel. They wonder, 
what is this? There must be a panic among those 
troops, and they are going to flee. Are they fools, do 
they plan to rush into those swollen waters? Joshua, 
the chieftain, looks at his army and cries, “Forward, 
March!” and they start for the bank of the Jordan. 

One mile ahead go two priests carrying a glit' 
tering box four feet long and two feet wide. It is 
the Ark of the Covenant. And they come down, 
and no sooner do they just touch the rim of the 
water with their feet, than, by an Almighty order, 
the Jordan parts. The Army of Joshua marches 
right on without getting their feet wet, over the 
bottom of the river, a path of broken chalk and 
shells and pebbles, until they get to the other bank. 
Reaching the other side they sing and shout their 
praises to the God of Joshua. 

Thirty miles up the river, the waters were 
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stopped while these thousands poured across the 
river bed. After the last Israelite was across the 
“dried up” river, God let the waters come tumbling 
and tearing down the river bed toward the Dead 
Sea. I can hear some poor unbelieving Israelite 
say, “What a misfortune! Could not those waters 
have stayed parted? Because, who knows, we may 
want to go back. O Lord, this is sure a risky bush 
ness. Those Canaanites, I understand, who are all 
giants, may fall upon us and destroy all of us. God 
has shut off our way of escape!” 

God makes no provision for a Christian’s re' 
treat. He will clear, however, the path all the way 
to Canaan. To go back is to die! There is victory 
ahead, but thirty feet of cold, muddy, angry water 
back of you. Back behind you is death and darkness, 
woe and Hell. Do you see that long grove of trees, 
behind that grove is a city. It is a city of arbours, 
a city with walls seeming to reach the heavens. It is 
the great metropolis that commands the mountain 
pass. It is Jericho. This city was later captured by 
Pompey and it was afterward captured by Herod 
the Great, and after that, captured by the Moham' 
medans; but this campaign was ordered of the Lord. 
There shall be no swords, no shields, no battering- 
rams. There shall be only one weapon of war, and 
that a ram’s horn. Seven priests were to take these 
rude rustic musical instruments, and they were to go 
around the city every day for six days—once a day 
for six days, and then on the seventh day they were 
to go around blowing these rude musical instruments 
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seven times, and then, at the close of the seventh 
blowing of the ram’s horns. On the seventh day, the 
climax of the whole procession was to be a great 
shout, at which those great walls should tumble from 
capstone to base. The seven priests with the rude 
musical instruments pass all around the city walls 
on the first day, and a failure. Not so much as a 
piece of plaster broke loose from the wall—not so 
much as a loosened rock, not so much as a piece of 
mortar lost from its place. “There,” says the unbe^ 
lieving Israelites, “didn’t I tell you so? Why, our 
leaders are fools. Old man Joshua has lost his mind. 
The idea of going around the city with those silly 
musical instruments and expecting in that way to 
destroy it. Joshua has been spoiled! Don’t you see 
there is no relationship between the blowing of these 
trumpets and the knocking down of those Jericho 
walls? Such a cause could not produce such an eh 
feet.” “Probably at one o’clock in the morning they 
were about ready to dismiss Joshua from the Allied 
Supreme Command.” 

Joshua’s stock was down. The second day, the. 
priests blowing the musical instruments go around 
the city, and failure. Third day, and a failure; fourth, 
fifth, and sixth day, all failures. The seventh day 
comes. Joshua is up before daybreak. He examines 
all the troops, looks at the city walls. The priests 
start their circuit of the city. They go all around 
once, all around twice, three times, four times, five 
times, six times, seven times, and a failure. 

There is only one more thing to do, and that 
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is to utter a great shout. I see the Israelitish Army 
straightening themselves up, filling their lungs for a 
shout such as was never heard before and never heard 
after. Joshua feels that the hour has come, and he 
cries out to his host: “Shout; for the Lord hath given 
you the city!" All the people begin to cry, “Down, 
Jericho!" “Down, Jericho!” The wall falls! Crash! The 
temples, the towers, the palms, the hovels all tumble 
to the ground! The air blackens with the dust. The 
shouts of victory mingle with the dying groans of the 
Canaanites. Out of the broken walls and debris 
Joshua hears a voice from heaven saying, ‘"There 
shall not any man be able to stand before thee all 
the days of thy life." 

Through the dust, we see one house on the 
wall still standing. Who lives there? Some great 
King, No. Some woman distinguished for great 
and noble deeds? No. She had been conspicuous 
for her sins. It is the house of Rahab. Why was her 
house spared? Because she had been a great sinner? 
No. But because she had repented, proving to all 
future ages that there is mercy, forgiveness, and par' 
don, for the chief of sinners. That red cord in her 
window was her assurance of grace. Put your trust 
in that God who saved Rahab, and no evil can befall 
you. When our world shall be more terribly sur' 
rounded than was Jericho, even by the trumpets of 
the Judgment Day, and the hills and the mountains, 
the metal bones and ribs of nature shall break, they 
who have had Rahab’s faith shall have Rahab’s de' 
liverance! As I stood there on the old ruins of Jericho 
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I prayed God to give me that sort of faith as I see 
the world’s civilisation crumbling about me. 

Our next stop was at or near the place where 
Israel was defeated by Ai. This was a sad experience 
for Israel and for Joshua. I could see in my mind’s 
eye this little regiment in front of the city. The men 
of Ai look at them and give one yell, and the Israel' 
ites run like reindeer. Thirty'six men die in disgrace. 
Joshua falls on his face and weeps. It is the only time 
you ever see the back of his head. He begins to whine 
and he says, “O Lord God, wherefore hast Thou at 
all brought this people over Jordan to deliver us into 
the hands of the Amorites, to destroy us? Would 
to God we had been content and dwelt on the other 
side of Jordan! For the Canaanites and all the in' 
habitants of the land shall hear of it, and shall environ 
us around, and cut off our name from the earth.” 

I am very glad Joshua said that. Before, it 
seemed as if he were a supernatural being, and there' 
fore could not be an example to us; but I find he is 
a man, he is only a man. God comes and rouses him. 
How does he rouse him? He says, “Get thee up.” 
“Wherefore liest thou upon thy face,” Joshua rises, 
and I warrant you with a mortified look. But his 
old courage comes back. Hear him cry, “Now, let us 
go up and capture the city of Ai.” 

They march on. He puts the majority of the 
troops behind the ledge of rocks in the night, and 
then he sends comparatively small regiments up in 
front of the city. The men of Ai come out with a 
shout! As tbe.se small regiments fall back and back. 
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I see Joshua rise from his position behind the rocks 
—I see his locks flying in the wind as he points his 
spear toward the doomed city, and that is the sig' 
nal. The men rush out from behind the rock and 
take the city in short order. 

As I stood near the Jordan I remembered that 
years later two great and mighty men crossed over 
this river. They were Elijah and Elisha. II Kings 
2:8, 13. “And Elijah took his mantle, and wrapped 
it together, and smote the waters, and they were 
divided hither and thither, so that they two went 
over on dry ground.” “He took up also the mantle 
of Elijah that fell from him, and went back, and 
stood by the bank of Jordan.” It was in this river 
where Naaman’s leprosy was cured. II Kings 5:10. 
“And Elisha sent a messenger unto him, saying. Go 
and wash in Jordan seven times, and thy flesh shall 
come again to thee, and thou shalt be clean.” It was 
in this River where John the Baptist baptized our 
Lord. John 1:5, “And the light shineth in darkness; 
and the darkness comprehended it not.” Luke 3:3. 
“And he came into all the country about Jordan, 
preaching the baptism of repentance for the remis' 
sion of sins.” 

It was in Jericho where our Lord Jesus taught, 
healed and saved. In this city He met, dined, and 
saved Zacchaeus. Bartimaeus had his eyesight re' 
stored to him in this city. Hard by this city is the 
Fountain of Elisha. The one into which the prophet 
threw the salt, because the waters were poisonous 
and bitter. After casting the salt into these waters 
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they became sweet and healthy. 

I will never forget my first night in Jericho. It 
was full moon. Jericho means “The Moon City.” As 
the sun was setting, the mountains appeared like bah 
ustrades and battlements of amber and maroon and 
gold. The moon, just above the crests, seems to be 
a window of heaven through which immortals might 
be looking down upon the scene. As Dr. Weiss and 
I stood by the bubbling, flowing, refreshing waters 
of Elisha’s Fountain, I thought of the flow from that 
other Fountain that God opened and sweetened, the 
waters of Christ’s salvation and the Fountain “open 
for sin and uncleanness” and prayer. We prayed as 
we stood there that “His Fountain of Blood” would 
roll down and through that plain and through that 
continent, and through the earth. On either side of 
their banks, all the thorns become flowers; all the 
deserts, gardens; all the hovels, mansions; all the 
funerals, bridal processions; all the blood of wars 
is turned into dahlias; all the groans become An' 
thems; “Paradise Lost” is merged by “Paradise Re¬ 
gained, ” tears become crystals; cruel swords come 
out of foundries as glisteniny plough-shares; and, that 
men the world over would come to repentance and 
salvation. 

Our guide next pointed out to us Cherith, where 
Elijah was fed by the ravens. A brook to me had 
meant a slight depression of ground, and a small 
stream flowing through it. But here was a chasm 
that an earthquake must have scooped out with its 
biggest shovel or split with its mightiest battle-axe. 
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Just out of Jericho on our way to Jerusalem we 
pass the “Good Samaritan Inn.” “A certain man 
went down from Jerusalem to Jericho.” Luke 10:30. 
No road that I ever saw was so well constructed 
for thieves; deep gulleys, sharp turns, caves on 
either side. There are fifty places on this road where 
the highwayman might surprise and overpower an 
unarmed pilgrim. His cry for help, his shriek of 
pain, his death'groan would be answered only by the 
echoes. Josephus says that Herod at one time dis' 
charged from the service of the temple forty thou' 
sand men, and that the greater part of them became 
robbers. There has never been any scarcity of 
bandits along the Jerusalem'Jericho highway. Our 
guide absolutely refused to travel this road by night. 

As I stood there in the ruins of the “Good 
Samaritan Inn,” I remembered the story Christ tells 
of the Good Samaritan who came along that way 
and took care of a poor fellow that had been set 
upon by villainous bandits and robbed, beaten and 
cut. As I stood there, I could see that poor fellow 
tumbled in the dust and ghastly with wounds. 
There were twelve thousand Priests living at Jen 
icho, and they had to go to Jerusalem to officiate at 
the temple. One of these ministers of religion, 
I suppose, on his way to the temple service, is 
startled as he sees this bleeding victim in the middle 
of the road. “Oh,” he says, “here is a man who has 
been attacked by thieves.” “I am sorry, sir, I would 
like to help you but I must hurry on to my duties 
at Jerusalem. I have to kill a lamb and two pigeons 
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in sacrifice today, I am sorry I do not have the time 
to help you. I am sure someone will come along and 
help you. Besides that, my business is with souls 
and not with bodies. Good morning! When you get 
well enough to sit up, I will be glad to see you at 
the Temple.’' 1 Tou Hypocrite! One of the chief 
offices of religion is to heal wounds. 

Soon afterward, a Levite came upon the scene. 
The Levites looked after the music of the Temple 
and waited upon the Priests and provided the sup¬ 
plies of the Temple. He took one look at this pile 
of bruises and wounds lying in the ditch by the side 
of the road and said, “My, my, this man is in dire 
need of some help. But my business is to sing in the 
choir at the Temple. If I am not there no one will 
supply my part. Besides, one of the priests might 
get his breastplate on crooked or there might not be 
enough frankincense for the censers, and the wine 
and oil may have given out. But it seems too bad 
to leave this man in this condition. Perhaps I had 
better try to staunch this bleeding and give him a 
little stimulant. But, no! The ceremony at Jerusalem 
is of more importance than taking care of the wounds 
of a man who will probably soon be dead. This 
highway robbery ought to be stopped. There, 
I have lost five minutes already! Go along, you 
beast!” he shouts, as he strikes his heels into the 
sides of the animal carrying him and the dust rising 
from the road soon hides the hard-hearted official. 
Tou Hypocrite! 

But a third person is coming along the road. 
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You cannot expect him to do anything by way of 
alleviation, because he and the dying man belong to 
different nations which have hated each other for 
centuries. The wounded man is an Israelite, and the 
stranger is a Samaritan. The Samaritan had his term 
pie in Mount Genzim and the Jew had his temple 
on Mount Moriah. We would expect this Samaritan 
when he comes up to give the fallen Israelite another 
“■clip” and say, “Serves you right! I will just finish 
the work these bandits began, and give you one more 
kick that will put you out of your misery. And here 
is a rag of your coat that they did not steal, and I 
will take that. What! Do you dare appeal to me 
for mercy? Hush up! Your ancestors worshipped at 
Jerusalem when they ought to have worshipped at 
Genzim. Now take that! And that! And that!” 
will say the Samaritan as he strikes the fallen Israelite. 

No, the Samaritan rides up to the scene of sufi 
fering, gets off the beast and steps down and looks 
into the face of the wounded man and says, “This 
poor fellow does not belong to my nation, and our 
Temples are in different places, but he is in need 
and I must help him.” 

Now the Samaritan has the wounded man on 
his feet, and, with much tugging and lifting, puts 
him on the beast, for it is amazing how strong the 
spirit of kindness will make a man. Amd so this 
sympathetic Samaritan has, unaided, put the wounded 
man in the saddle, and at slow pace, the mercy am' 
bulance is moving toward the tavern. That night. 
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the Samaritan sat up with the Jew, giving him water 
whenever he felt thirsty, and turning his pillow 
when it got hot, and in the morning, before the 
Samaritan started on his journey, he said, “Land' 
lord, now I am obliged to go. Take good care of 
this man, and I will be along here again next week 
and pay you for all you do for him. Meanwhile, here 
is something to meet present expenses. 1 ’ 

As I looked on the ruins of this old Tavern, I 
jotted down the thoughts that coursed through my 
mind, as I remembered the story in Luke’s gospel. 
May I say that I believe the most accursed thing on 
earth is national prejudice. I thank God that I live 
in America, where Gentile, Jew, Protestant and 
Catholic, can live together without quarrel. My 
neighbor is the first man I meet in trouble, and that 
a wound close at hand calls louder than a Temple 
seventeen miles off, though it covers nineteen acres. 

On our way to Jerusalem, we had to make a 
detour to get around Jewish occupied territory. This 
put us near Bethlehem. There are about five thou- 
sand people living in Bethlehem now. As I came 
near this little town, how my heart thrilled. It was 
here where David was anointed. I Samuel 16:13. 
“Then Samuel took the horn of oil, and anointed 
him in the midst of his brethren: and the Spirit of 
the Lord came upon David from that day forward. 
So Samuel rose up, and went to Ramah.” This was 
the home of Naomi and her famous daughter-in-law, 
Ruth. It was here in Bethlehem where all the inno¬ 
cent babies were slain. Matthew 2:16. lt Then Herod, 
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when he saw that he was mocked of the wise men, 
was exceeding wroth, and sent forth, and slew all 
the children that were in Bethlehem, and in all the 
coasts thereof, from two years old and under, ac- 
cording to the time which he had diligently inquired 
of the wise men.” Hard by this place we saw the 
field of Boaz; and the field of shepherds. But the 
thing that thrilled me most was that Bethlehem was 
the first to look upon His baby face, and to hear His 
baby cry. 

Christ did not choose a soft, genial place in 
which to be bom. The gate through which our Lord 
entered this world was a gate of rock; a hard, cold 
gate, and the gate through which He departed was 
a “swing-gate” of sharpened spears. On arriving at 
Bethlehem, we entered a gloomy church built by 
Constantine over the place in which Jesus was bom. 
Fifteen lamps burning night and day, and from cen- 
tury to century, light our way to the spot which all 
authorities, Christian, Jew and Mohammedan, agree 
upon as being the place of our Saviour’s birth, and 
covered by a marble slab, marked by a silver star 
sent from Vienna, and the words: “Here, Jesus 
Christ was bom of the Virgin Mary.” 

But, as Dr. Weiss and I stood there, I thought, 
this is the place of the Nativity; how different the 
surroundings of the wintery night in which Jesus 
came! At that time: it was a cattle-pen. In the cen¬ 
ter I could see Joseph and Mary trembling with ex¬ 
haustion and cold as the cattle milled about them. 
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This was the cradle of a King, and yet what 
cradle ever held so much? Civilization! Liberty! 
Redemption! Your pardon and mine! Your peace 
and mine! Cradle of a Universe! Cradle of God! 
The most honored thing in all the world is the 
“cradle. 11 The way the cradle rocks, the world rocks. 
God help and bless the mothers all over the world! 
The cradles decide the destinies of nations. In the 
cradles of the world today are the men of tomorrow! 
In those cradles today are the hands that will give 
benedictions of mercy or hurl bolts of doom tomor- 
row. In those cradles today are the feet that will 
mount the steeps toward God or descend the broad 
way to Hell tomorrow. In those cradles today are 
the lips that will pray or blaspheme tomorrow. Oh, 
the cradle! It is more tremendous than the grave. 
Where are most of the leaders of the next genera¬ 
tion? Are they on thrones? No! In chariots? No! 
In pulpits? No! In forums? No! In Senatorial halls? 
No! In banks and shops? No! They are in the 
cradle. 

Forget not the cradle in which you were rocked. 
Though old and worn, that cradle may be standing 
in some attic or bam; forget not the foot that swayed 
it, the lips that sang over it, the tears that dropped 
upon it, the faith in God that made way for it. Dis¬ 
honor not the cradle. That was a great cradle in 
which Martin Luther lay, for from it came forth the 
Reformation of the Sixteenth Century. Those were 
great cradles in which lay the John Wesleys, and 
the John Knoxes, and the John Masons. From these 
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came forth an all conquering evangelization. That 
was a great cradle in which Washington lay, for 
from it came forth the happy deliverance of a nation. 
But the greatest cradle in which child ever slept, or 
woke, or laughed, or cried, was the cradle over which 
Mary bent, and to which the wise men brought frank' 
incense, and upon which the heavens dropped song. 
Had there been NO manger, there had been NO 
cross. Had there been NO Bethlehem, there had 
been NO Golgatha. Had there been NO in' 
carnation, there had been NO ascension. Had there 
been NO start, there had been NO close. As I stood 
there in the church of the Nativity, I realized I was 
standing on the spot where He, my lovely Lord, be' 
gan his life of suffering. My own heart was broken 
as I thought on this. 

From Bethlehem, we drove to Bethany. This 
was the home of Simon the Leper. Matthew 26:6. 
“Now when Jesus was in Bethany, in the house of 
Simon the leper.” It was also the home of Martha, 
Mary, and Lazarus. John 12:1. “Then Jesus six days 
before the passover came to Bethany, where Lazarus 
was, which had been dead, whom he raised from 
the dead.” Jesus journeyed to Bethany quite often. 
Matthew 21:17. “And he left them, and went out 
of the city into Bethany; and he lodged there.” It 
was here Christ ascended. Luke 24:5051. “And he 
led them out as far as to Bethany, and he lifted up 
his hands, and blessed them. And it came to pass, 
while he blessed them, he was parted from them, 
and carried up into heaven.” While in Bethany, 
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we visited the home of Simon the leper and the tomb 
of Lazarus. 

Our next stop was Jerusalem. I will never for' 
get my feelings as I looked upon this city where my 
Lord died for me. In the long ago Jeremiah, seated 
by the river Euphrates, wrote this Psalm, “If I for' 
get thee, O Jerusalem, let my right hand forget her 
cunning.” Psalm 137:5. You see, it is a city unlike 
all others for topography, for history, for significance, 
for style of population, for ruins, for towers, for 
domes, for ramparts, for literature, for tragedies, for 
memorable birthplaces, for sepulchers, for conflagra' 
tions and famines, for victories and defeats. 

Here, I am looking for the first time on this 
city. Can you imagine my feelings, my stirred emo' 
tions, my heart cry! I wanted to ask my guide a 
thousand questions all at once. Where is Mt. Zion? 
Where is the Mount of Olives? Where is the Garden 
of Gethsemane? Where is Mount Calvary? Before 
my guide could answer I saw Mount Calvary. No 
unprejudiced mind can have a moment’s doubt as to 
where it is. Yonder, I see a hill in the shape of a 
human skull, and the Bible says that Calvary was 
the “Place of a skull.” Not only is it “skulhshaped,” 
but just beneath the forehead of the hill is a cavern 
that looks like eyeless sockets. Within the grotto 
under it, is the shape of the inside of a skull. Then 
the Bible says that Christ was crucified outside the 
gate, and this is outside the gate, while the site for' 
merly selected was inside the gate. Beside that, this 
skull hill was for ages the place where malefactors 
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were put to death, and Christ was slain as a male' 
factor. 

The Saviour’s crucifixion took place beside a 
thoroughfare along which people went “wagging 
their heads,” and there is the ancient thoroughfare. 
While I was in Cairo, Egypt, I saw a clay mould of 
that skull hill, made by General Gordon. I do not 
believe the spot selected by Empress Helena is the 
real site of Calvary. I believe Gordon’s Calvary, with' 
out doubt, is the scene of the most terrific and over' 
whelming tragedy this planet ever witnessed. I have 
never felt so near God as when I bowed on Calvary 
and thanked God over and over for the precious 
blood spilled there for my Redemption. 

Coming to the base of the hill, we saw, first, 
Jeremiah’s grotto. Our guide said it was inside the 
skull of rocks where Jeremiah wrote his book of 
Lamentations. The grotto is thirty'five feet high, and 
its top and sides are malachite, green, brown, black, 
white, red, and grey. There are many cracks and 
crevices in the rocks. I think these were made by 
the convulsions of nature when Jesus died. On the 
hill lay a limestone rock, white but tinged with crim' 
son, the white so suggestive of purity and the crim' 
son of sacrifice. 

It is impossible to realise what our emotions 
were as we stood there looking upon this spot of 
our Saviour’s agony. I looked toward Dr. Weiss and 
great tears were coursing their way down his noble 
face. I cannot keep back the tears as I write this! 
Oh, how I love Jesus. I opened my Bible to the 
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nineteenth chapter of John to read. I read a little, 
but broke down and my tears blinded my eyes. I 
defy any emotional Christian man sitting upon Cab 
vary to read aloud and with unbroken voice, or with 
any voice at all, the whole of the account in Luke 
and John, of which these sentences are a fragment: 
“They took Jesus and led Him away, and He, bear¬ 
ing His Cross, went forth into a place called the 
place of a skull, where they crucified Him, and two 
others with Him, on either side one, and Jesus in 
the midst.” “Behold Thy mother!” “I thirst.” 
“This day shalt Thou be with me in Paradise.” 
“Father, forgive them, they know not what they do.” 
“If it be possible let this cup pass from me.” What 
sighs, what sobs, what tears, what tempests of sor¬ 
row, what surging oceans of agony in those utter¬ 
ances. 

While I stood there, the whole scene came be¬ 
fore me afresh! It seemed I was caught up in the 
Spirit and was carried back some two thousand 
years. All around the top and the sides, and the 
face of the hill, a mob raged. They gnash their teeth, 
and shake their clenched fists at Him. The cavalry 
horses champ their bits, paw the earth, and snort at 
the smell of the carnage. Yonder, a group of gamblers 
are casting lots as to who shall have the coat of the 
dying Saviour. There are women almost dead with 
grief among the crowd. His mother and His aunt, 
and some whose sorrows He had comforted, and 
whose guilt He had pardoned. A man dips a sponge 
into sour wine, and by a stick lifts it to the hot and 
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cracked lips of Jesus. The atmospheric conditions 
are such as the world never saw before or since. It 
was not a solar eclipse, such as astronomers record 
or we ourselves have seen. It was a bereavement of 
the Heavens. Darker! until the towers of the Term 
pie were no longer visible. Darker! until the sur- 
rounding hillsides disappeared. Darker! until the in' 
scription above the middle cross becomes illegible. 
Darker! until the head of the dying Lord falls upon 
His breast and He sighed with His last sigh the 
words, “It is finished.” 

Yes, as I stood there, a silence gripped my soul 
and I thought, this is the centre from which conti¬ 
nents have been touched, and all the world shall be 
moved. Toward this “Hill,” all the prophets pointed 
forward. Toward this “Hill,” the apostles and mar¬ 
tyrs pointed backward! To this “Hill” all Heaven 
pointed downward. To this “Hill” all Hell pointed 
upward. Around it circles all history, all time, all 
eternity. With this scene, painters have covered the 
mightiest canvas, and sculptors cut the richest marble, 
and orchestras rolled their grandest melodies, and 
churches lifted their greated doxologies, and Heaven 
built its highest thrones. 

Unable longer to endure the pressure of this 
scene, I moved on and into a garden of olives, a 
garden full of flowers and shrubs, and to the tomb 
of Christ. You know the Bible declares, “In the 
midst of the Garden was a sepulchre.” I think this 
was, without doubt, the garden, and this the Sepul¬ 
chre. Dr. Weiss, our guide, and I went in 
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this tomb. It seems to be a family tomb. There is 
room in it for about five bodies. It is about eight 
feet high, nine feet wide, and fourteen feet long. The 
crypt, where I think our Lord lay, was about seven 
feet long. As we read the Bible account of His 
Resurrection, we all wept aloud. Jesus was never so 
real to me! I could see the Roman seal on the tomb' 
stone. On that first Easter morning, there was a stir 
inside the Tomb, the Angels rolled away the stone 
door and Jesus, our “Living Lord” stepped forth. I 
could see those lacerated feet of the conqueror as 
He came forth from the jaws of Death. Do you 
wonder why I wept? 

Mount of Olives 

One of the first places we visited after reach' 
ing Jerusalem was the Mount of Olives. It stands 
2,600 feet above sea level. It was on this Mount 
where David went to pray and weep over his son 
Absalom. II Samuel 15:30, “And David went up 
by the ascent of mount Olivet, and wept as he went 
up, and had his head covered, and he went barefoot: 
and all the people that was with him covered every 
man his head, and they went up, weeping as they 
went up.” It was here where Jesus taught the Dis' 
ciples about the end of the earth. Matthew 24:3, 
“And as he sat upon the mount of Olives, the disci' 
pies came unto him privately, saying, Tell us, when 
shall these things be? And what shall be the sign 
of thy coming, and of the end of the world?” Jesus 
spent several lonely nights in this place. Luke 21:37, 
“And in the day time he was teaching in the temple; 
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and at night he went out, and abode in the mount 
that is called the Mount of Olives.” It is the Mount 
of Ascension, Acts 1:12, “Then returned they unto 
Jerusalem from the mount called Olivet, which is 
from Jerusalem a sabbath day’s journey.” His foot, 
when He returns to this earth, will touch first on 
this mount. From the Mount I took pictures of the 
King David Hotel, The Temple area, Gordon’s Cah 
vary, the Garden of Gethsemane, Stephen’s stoning 
place, the field of Blood, bought with the blood 
money of Jesus, the Tomb of Absalom and many 
other interesting and historical spots. 

In the city, we see the proof of Prophecy. In 
Jeremiah 31:40 it is said that Jerusalem shall be built 
through the ashes. “And the whole valley of the 
dead bodies, and of the ashes, and all the fields unto 
the brook of Kidron, unto the comer of the horse 
gate toward the east, shall be holy unto the Lord; it 
shall not be plucked up, nor thrown down any more 
for ever.” What ashes? Were those ashes just put 
into the prophecies to fill up? No! the meaning 
has been discovered. Jerusalem is building out in a 
certain direction where the ground has been submit¬ 
ted to chemical analysis, and it has been found to 
be the ashes cast out from the sacrifices of the 
ancient temple, ashes of the wood, of the bones of 
animals. There are great mounds of ashes, accumu¬ 
lation of centuries of sacrifices. 

Seventy-five feet below the present level of 
Jerusalem, explorers found the comer-stone of the 
ancient temple. It is fourteen feet long, and three 
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feet, eight inches high, and beautifully cut and 
shaped. 

On this Temple site now stands the Mosque 
of Omar. The Mohammedans claim this is the most 
beautiful building in the world. I do not argue to 
this. We were met at the door of this Mosque by 
some of the Mosque officials who furnished us with 
some slippers that we must put on before we take 
a step further, lest our feet pollute the sacred places. 
A man attempting to go in without those slippers 
might be struck dead on the spot by one of these 
Mohammedan officials. The Moslems call it the 
Dome of the Rock. On this Rock, Abraham offered 
Isaac. On this Rock, all the Sacrifices were made. 

From the Temple area we went down to the 
“Wailing Wall.” Here is the wailing'place of the 
Jews, where for centuries almost perpetually during 
the daytime whole generations of the Jews have 
stood putting their heads or lips against the wall of 
what was once Solomon’s Temple. Since this wall 
is now on the Arab side of Jerusalem, no Jew is 
allowed to come to this wall and wail. This made 
the spot all the sadder for me. 

Nazareth 

As we rode along in the automobile from place 
to place in the Holy Land, I always kept in the 
back of my mind the fact that Jesus walked over 
all these roads. Ahab rode. David rode. Solomon 
rode. Herod rode. But Jesus walked. With swollen 
ankles and sore muscles of his legs, and bruised heels 
and stiff joints and panting lungs and faint head, 
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along the roads, and where there were no roads at 
all, Jesus walked. 

Beeroth 

We are now at the place where Joseph and 
Mary missed the boy Jesus on the way from Jeru- 
salem to Nazareth, going home from a great Na¬ 
tional Festival. “Where is my child, Jesus?” says 
Mary. “Where is the child, Jesus?” says Joseph. 
Among the thousands who are returning from Jeru¬ 
salem, they thought that certainly He was walking 
on in the crowd. A lost child! Great excitement in 
all the crowd. Nothing so stirs folk as the news 
that a child is lost. Joseph and Mary return to Jeru¬ 
salem and there in the Temple they find Jesus. 

Bethel 

This place Bethel is memorable for many things 
in Bible History. The two more prominent, a theo¬ 
logical seminary, where, of old, they made ministers; 
and for Jacob's dream! The students of the “Bethel 
Theological Seminary” were called “Sons of the 
Prophets.” As we stood there, I could see through 
the ages past as Jacob came to the place. I am sure 
Jacob had no trouble in this rocky region in finding 
a rocky pillow. There is scarcely anything else but 
stone. Well, that night God built in Jacob’s dream 
a long splendid ladder, the foot of it, on either side 
of the tired pilgrim’s pillow, and the top of it, morticed 
in the sky. And bright immortals came out from the 
castles of amber and gold, and put their shining feet 
on the shining rounds of the ladder, and they kept 
coming down and going up. “Surely God is in this 
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place,” said Jacob, “and I knew it not.” 

Jacob’s Well 

We arranged our trip in order that we would 
arrive at Jacob’s Well about noon. Our dragoman 
had brought sandwiches from the hotel in order that 
we might have our lunch on Jacob’s Well, just as 
Jesus did in the long ago. This is the most famous 
well in history. It is famous for two things. First, 
it belonged to the old Patriarch after whom it was 
named. Second, for the wonderful things which 
Christ said, seated on the well curb, to the Samaritan 
woman. If you measure the well at the top, it is 
six feet from edge to edge. The old Priest, who 
stayed at the well, let down on a cord a platter 
containing four lighted candles to the surface of the 
water. This enabled us to observe the depth of the 
well. It is a deep well, measurmg over one hundred 
feet. 

Looking up from this famous well, I see first 
of all the Tomb of Joseph. Then I see two mourn 
tains and the plain between them on which was gatlv 
ered the largest religious audience that ever asseim 
bled on earth, about five hundred thousand people. 
Mount Gerizim, about eight hundred feet high, on 
one side, and the other, Mount Ebal, the former 
called the Mount of Blessing and the later the 
Mount of Cursing. At Joshua’s command six tribes 
stood on Mount Gerizim and read the blessings for 
keeping the law, and six tribes stood on Mount Ebal 
reading the curses for breaking the law, while the 
five hundred thousand people stood on the plain and 
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cried “Amen” with an emphasis that must have 
made the earth tremble. 

Shiloh 

Shiloh is a dead city on a hill, surrounded by 
rocks, sheep, goats, olive gardens, and vineyards. 
Here Eli fell backward and broke his neck, and lay 
dead at the news of his bad sons, Phineas and Hophni. 

The Plain of Esdraelon 

I shall never forget my feelings as I stood gaz- 
ing upon the Plains of Esdraelon. This is the most 
famous battle-field of all time. What must have been 
the feelings of the “Prince of Peace” as He crossed 
it on the way from Jerusalem to Nazareth. Not a 
flower blooms there but has in its veins the inherited 
blood of flowers that drank the blood of fallen 
armies. Hardly a foot of the ground that has not 
at some time been gullied with war-chariots or 
trampled with hoofs of cavalry. It is a plain reach¬ 
ing from Mediterranean to Jordan. Upon it look 
down the mountains of Tabor, Gilboa, and Carmel. 
On these plains Sisera was defeated. “The stars in 
their courses fought against Sisera.” Through this 
plain drove Jehu, and the iron chariots of the Canaan- 
ites, scythed at the hubs of the wheels, hewing down 
their awful swathes of death, thousands in a minute. 
The Syrian armies, the Turkish armies, the Egyptian 
armies, again and again trampled it. This plain is 
not only famous for the past, but famous because 
the Bible says the great decisive battle of the world 
will be fought there—the Battle of Armageddon. As 
I stood there looking on this plain, it seemed I could 
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hear the gathering of the hosts for the last battle 
of all the earth. America was there, Europe was 
there, Asia was there, Africa was there, all Heaven 
was there, all Hell was there, the Beast was there, 
the False Prophet was there, Satan was there to lead 
the armies of darkness, and Jesus was there to lead 
the armies of light, and I could hear the roll of the 
drums and the sound of the trumpets. And then I 
heard the wild rush of millions of troops in retreat, 
and then the shout of victory from other millions, 
and then a song from Heaven declaring, “The king¬ 
doms of this world are become the kingdom of our 
Lord and of His Christ, and He shall reign for ever 
and ever.” 

Nazareth 

Bethlehem, Jerusalem and Nazareth are the 
three most precious places in Palestine to the be¬ 
liever. Nazareth has been the scene of battles pass¬ 
ing it from Israelite to Mohammedan and from Mo¬ 
hammedan to Christian. These streets of Nazareth 
were walked by our Lord for nearly thirty years. 
Out of thirty-three years of Christ’s way on this 
earth. He spent thirty of them in Nazareth getting 
ready for His great public ministry. 

We see Nazareth all through His sermons. 
What a boy sees between seven and seventeen 
always sticks with him. In our Lord’s sermons and 
conversation you see all the phases of village life, 
and the mountainous life surrounding Nazareth. 
They raised their own chickens in Nazareth, and in 
aftertime, he cries, “O Jerusalem! Jerusalem! How 
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often would I have gathered thee as a hen gathereth 
her chickens under her wing.” He had seen his 
mother open the family wardrobe at the close of the 
summer and the moths flying out, having destroyed 
the garments, and in after-years He says, “Lay not 
up for yourselves treasures on earth where moth 
doth corrupt.” In childhood he had seen a mile of 
flowers, white as the snow, or red as the flame, or 
blue as the sea, or green as the tree-tops, and no 
wonder in His manhood sermon, he said, “Consider 
the lilies.” 

When a dove descended upon Christ’s head at 
His baptism in the Jordan, it was not the first one 
He had seen. From Nazareth, all Jesus had to do 
to see the Mediterranean Sea was climb a hill back 
of his home. To the north, stood Mount Lebanon, 
clad as in white robe of Ascension, and yonder on 
the east and south-east, Mount Gilboa, Mount Tabor, 
and Mount Gilead, and yonder in the south is the 
Plain of Esdraelon. 

Time and space fail me to mention all the places 
we visited and all the things we saw. We were in 
the land where the whole Bible was written. Every 
step we took, we were on Holy ground. There is 
Tyre and Sidon, and all God prophecied concern¬ 
ing them fulfilled to the very letter. 

Egypt 

We flew from Lebanon to Egypt. Landing at 
the Cairo Airport we went through customs and 
then on to the “Shepherd’s Hotel.” Early the next 
morning we set out for the Great Pyramid. Though 
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there are sixty-nine pyramids still standing, the Pyra- 
mid at Giseh is the monarch of Pyramids. On our 
way, we pass hundreds of camels and water buffaloes. 
The road we traveled was for part of the way under 
clumps of Acacia, and long rows of sycamore and 
tamarisk, but after a while it is a path of rock and 
sand, and we know we have reached the margin of 
the desert. Then, far ahead, we catch our first view 
of the Pyramid. This Pyramid is at least four thou¬ 
sand years old. Then the words of Isaiah 19:19-20, 
came to me. “In that day shall there be an altar to 
the Lord in the midst of the land of Egypt, and a 
pillar at the border thereof to the Lord. And it shall 
be for a sign and for a witness.” 

The Pyramid is a sign and a witness that big 
tombstones are not the best way of keeping one’s 
self affectionately remembered. The great Pyramid 
and the sixty-eight lesser Pyramids still standing were 
built for sepulchres, all this great pile of granite and 
limestone to cover the mummy of a dead King. It 
was the great Westminster Abbey of the Ancients. 
If, after one is dead, there is nothing left to remind 
the world of him but some pieces of stone, there is 
but little left. Some of the finest monuments are 
over people who amounted to nothing while they 
lived, while some of the worthiest men and women 
have not had above them a stone big enough to tell 
their name. Joshua, the greatest warrior the world 
ever saw, no monument; Moses, the greatest law¬ 
giver that ever lived, no monument; and Paul, the 
greatest preacher that ever preached, no monument. A 
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pyramid of rock seven hundred and forty feet each 
side of the square base and four hundred and fifty 
feet high and covering thirteen acres of land for 
scoundrelly Cheops, but only a shingle with lead' 
pencil epitaph over many a good man’s grave. Some 
of the finest obituaries have been printed about the 
worst rascals. 

As I stood there at the base of this great mass 
of granite it seemed I could hear it speak to me say' 
ing, “Hear me, man; mortal, and immortal! My 
voice is the voice of God. He designed me. Isaiah 
said I would be a sign and a witness. I saw Moses 
when he was a lad. I witnessed the long procession 
as they started to cross the Red Sea and Pharoah’s 
host in pursuit of them. The falcons and the eagles 
of many centuries have brushed my brow. I stood 
here when Cleopatra’s barge landed with sorceries, 
and Hypatia for her virtues was slain in yonder 
streets. Alexander the Great and Ptolemy admired 
my proportions. Herodotus and Pliny sounded my 
praise. I am old, very old. For thousands of years 
I have watched the coming and the going of genera' 
tions. Beware of what you do, Smith! For what you 
do will last long after you are dead! I am slowly 
passing away. I am a dying Pyramid! I shall yet 
lie down in the dust of the plain and the sand of 
the desert shall cover me, or when the earth goes, 
I will go. But, Smith, you are immortal. The feet 
with which you climbed to my innermost heart will 
turn to dust, but you have a soul that will outlast 
me and all my brotherhood of pyramids. Live for 






1 


GOD’S HOLY LAND 53 

eternity! Live for God! From my lofty heights I 
now pronounce upon you a benediction. Take it 
with you across the Mediterranean. Take it with 
you across the Atlantic. God only is great. Let all 
the earth keep silence before Him. Amen!” And 
then the lips of granite hushed, and the great giant 
of masonry wrapped himself again in the silence of 
ages. 

The Nile River 

“The river is mine, and I have made it — ” 
Ezekiel 21:9. This river ripples through the Book 
of Ezekiel, and flashes in the Book of Deuteronomy, 
and Isaiah, and Zechariah, and Nahum, and on its 
banks have stood the mightiest of many ages. It was 
the crystle cradle of Moses, and on its banks, Mary, 
the refugee, carried the infant, Jesus. My ride along 
the banks of the Nile was one of the most solemn 
and impressive rides of all my lifetime. The Pyramids 
in sight, the remains of cities that are now only a 
name, the villages thronged with population. Both 
banks crowded with historical deeds of forty or sixty 
centuries. Oh, what a book the Bible is when read 
on the banks of the Nile! 

As we drive along up the majestic river, I see 
on each bank the wheels, the pumps, the buckets for 
irrigation, and see a man with foot on the treadle of 
a wheel that fetches up the water for a garden, and 
then I fully understand that passage in Deuteronomy 
which says of the Israelites after they had got back 
from Egypt; “The land whither thou goest in to 
possess it is not as the land of Egypt, from whence 
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ye came out, where thou sowest thy seed, and water- 
edst it with thy foot.” Not until I saw this process 
could I understand how the land could be watered 
with the foot. 

All along the river, as we journeyed, we saw 
children carried astride the mother’s shoulder as in 
Hagar’s time. We saw women with profusion of 
jewelry as in Rebacca’s day and lentils shelled into 
the pottage, as when Esau sold his birthright to get 
such a dish. The same habits of salutation as when 
Joseph and his brethren fell on each other’s necks. 
Courts of law held under the big trees as in olden 
times. People making bricks without straw, com¬ 
pelled by circumstances to use stubble instead of 
straw. As one travels through Egypt, he is tempted 
to call it an empire of tombs. I never saw such a 
place as Egypt is for graves. For the first time, I 
understood the complaint raised by the disgruntled 
Israelites, “Because there are no graves in Egypt hast 
thou taken us away to die in the wilderness?” 

There is old Memphis. This great city was 
founded by the first king of Egypt and for a long 
time was Egypt’s Capitol City. Memphis was a city 
of marble and gold. Home of the Pharaohs! She 
was nineteen miles in circumference with vast colon¬ 
nades through which imposing processions marched. 
Here stood the “Temple of the Sun." Memphis was 
in power for over eleven hundred years. Here Joseph 
was Prime Minister. Here Pharoah received Jacob. 
Hosea, Ezekiel, Jeremiah and Isaiah speak of it as 
something wonderful. Today, not a pillar stands; 
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not a wall is unbroken; not a fountain tosses in the 
sun. Even the ruins have been ruined, and all that 
remains are chips of marble, small pieces of frac- 
tured sculpture, and splintered human bones. 

The Bible refers to Egypt and to the Egyptians 
two hundred and eighty mine times. No wonder, for 
Egypt was the mother of nations. Egypt, the mother 
of Greece; Greece, the mother of Rome; Rome, the 
mother of England; England, the mother of our own 
land. According to that, Egypt is our great-great- 
grandmother. I will never forget my first look upon 
the Sphinx, which with lips of stone speaks loud 
enough to be heard across the centuries. As I stood 
there in the midst of all this it rolled over me with 
great power that we have all been slaves down in 
Egypt, and sin has been our taskmaster, and again 
and again we have felt its lash! But Christ has been 
our Moses to lead us out of bondage, and we are for¬ 
ever free. The Red Sea of a Saviour’s sacrifice rolls 
deep and wide between us and our aforetime bond¬ 
age, and though there may be deserts yet for us to 
cross, we are on the way to the Promised Land. 
Thanks be unto God for the Emancipating Gospel! 
Come up out of Egypt, all who are yet enslaved! 
What Christ did for us He will do for you! 
“Exodus!” is the word. Exodus! Instead of the 
brick-kilns of Egypt, come into the empurpled vine¬ 
yards of God, where one cluster of grapes is bigger 
than the one that the spies brought to the Israelites 
by the brook Eshcal, though that cluster was so 
large that it was “borne between two upon a staff.” 
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Greece and Rome 

Good-bye Egypt! Although interesting and in¬ 
structive beyond any country in all the world, ex¬ 
cepting the Holy Land, Egypt was to me depressing. 
It was a “post-mortem” examination of cities that 
died four thousand years ago. The mummies, or 
wrapped up bodies of the dead, were prepared with 
reference to the Resurrection Day, the Egyptians 
departing this life wanting their bodies to be kept 
in as good condition as possible so that they would 
be presentable when they were called again to oc¬ 
cupy them. But if some of those mummies come 
to the Resurrection and find their bodies looking as 
I saw them in the Museum at Cairo, their souls 
will become unwilling tenants. The Sphinx, also, 
was to me a stem monstrosity, a statue carved out 
of rock and red granite sixty-two feet high and about 
one hundred and forty-three feet long, and having 
the head of a woman and the body of a lion. Dr. 
Weiss and I sat down in the sand of the African 
desert to study it. It took three thousand years to 
make one wrinkle on its red cheek. Its eyes have 
never wept a tear. Its cold ears have not listened to 
the groans of the Egyptian Nation, its heart is stone. 
Yes, I am glad to leave this and head for Greece. 
We arrived in Athens at three o’clock in the morn¬ 
ing. We could not find a hotel, so Brother Weiss and 
I slept the rest of the night on the sofas in the air 
station. 

Our first visit in Athens was to the Acropolis. 
It is a rock about two miles in circumference at 
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the base and a thousand feet in circumference at 
the top, and three hundred feet high. On it has 
been crowded more elaborate architecture and sculp - 
cure than in any other place under the whole heav- 
ens. Originally a fortress, afterward a congregation 
of temples and statues and pillars, their ruins, an en¬ 
chantment from which no observer ever rushes away. 
A storm overthrew many of the statues of the Acrop¬ 
olis. Morosini, the General, attempted to remove 
from a pediment the sculptured car and horses of 
“Victory’ 1 —but the clumsy machinery dropped it, 
and all was lost. The Turks turned the building 
into a powder magazine where the Venetian guns 
dropped a fire that by explosion sent the columns 
flying in the air, falling cracked and splintered. The 
Acropolis is the monarch of all the ruins, and be¬ 
fore it, bow the learning, the genious, the art, the 
pottery, the history of the ages. As I stood there in 
the midst of these ruins, I saw it as it was thousands 
of years ago. I saw the glory it had when Pericles 
ordered it, and Ictinus planned it, and Phidias chis¬ 
elled it, and Protogines painted it, and Pausonias 
described it. I could see its gates, which were care¬ 
fully guarded by the Ancients, open to let us pass, 
and then the sixty marble steps by which one ascend¬ 
ed the prophlaes. See its five ornamented gates, the 
keys entrusted to an officer for only one day lest 
the temptation to go in and misappropriate the 
treasures be too great for him. Its ceiling a mingling 
of blue and scarlet and green, and the walls abloom 
with pictures utmost in thought and coloring. 
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The overshadowing wonder of all the hill is the 
Parthenon. It is a Doric grandeur, having forty'six 
columns, each column thirty'four feet high and six 
feet, two inches in diameter. I could see back 
through the ages when there stood painted porticos, 
hanging shields of gold, figures of horses, men, women 
and gods, oxen on the way to sacrifice, statues of 
the deities; in one frieze, twelve divinities; chariot 
of night; chariot of the morning; horses of the sun; 
the fates; the furies; statue of Jupiter, holding in 
his right hand the thunderbolt; and silver' footed 
chair in which Xerxes watched the battle of Salamis 
only a few miles away. Here is the colossal statue 
of Minerva in full armor, eyes of gray colored stone; 
figure of a Sphinx, lions with eagle’s beak by her 
side, spear in one hand, statue of “Liberty” in the 
other, a shield carved with battle scenes, and even 
slippers sculptured, and tied on with thongs of gold. 
There is a horse in bronze, yonder are the “Graces.” 
There is a statue said in the time of Augustus to 
have of its own accord turned around from east to 
west and spit blood; statues made out of shields con' 
quered in battle; statue of Apollo, the expeller of 
locusts; statue of Anacreon, drunk and singing; 
and statue of Olympodorus, a Greek, memorable for 
the fact that he was cheerful when others were cast 
down. Yonder, we see the statue of Hygeia, and 
the statue of Theseus fighting the Minotaur, and the 
statue of Hercules slaying serpents. Petronius said 
it was easier to find a god than a man in Athens. 
Paul condemned them for their many gods. 


GOD’S HOLY LAND 


59 


We cannot stop longer here, for there is a hill 
near by of more interest, though it has not one chip 
of marble to suggest a statue or a temple. It is called 
Mars’ Hill. This Mars’ Hill is a rough pile of rock 
fifty feet high. It was famous long before New 
Testament times. The Persians easily and terribly 
assaulted the Acropolis from this hill top. Here 
assembled the court to try criminals. It was held in 
the night time, so that the faces of the judges could 
not be seen, nor the faces of the lawyers who made 
the plea, and so, instead of a trial being one of 
emotion, it must have been one of cool justice. On 
this famous hill we see the Apostle Paul. All the 
sages of Athens turned out to hear him. The more 
honorable of them sat in an ampitheatre, the granite 
seats of which are still visible, but the other people 
swarmed on all sides of the hill and at the base of 
it to hear this strange man. Some called him a 
fanatic, and others called him a mad-cap, and others 
a blasphemer, and others just “this fellow.’’ Paul 
arrived in answer to their invitation, and gave them 
the biggest “dose of gospel” that mortals ever took. 
Paul was so built that nothing could scare him, and 
as for Jupiter and Athenia, the god and the goddess, 
whose images were in full sight, he had not so much 
regard for them as he had for the ant that was crawl' 
ing in the sand under his feet. 

As I stood there on Mars’ Hill, I read from 
Acts 17 Paul’s sermon. The first thunderbolt he 
launched at the opposite hill, the Acropolis, that 
moment all aglitter with idols and temples. He cries 













